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P6cuchet was walking in his room up to two
o'clock in the morning. He would come back there
no more: so much the better! And yet, in order to
leave behind something of himself, he printed his
name on the plaster over the chimney-piece.

The larger portion of the baggage was gone
since the night before. The garden implements, the
Dedsteads, the mattresses, the tables, the chairs, a
cooking apparatus, and three casks of Burgundy
would go by the Seine, as far as Havre, and would
be despatched thence to Caen, where Bouvard, who
would wait for them, would have them brought on
to Chavignolles.

But his father's portrait, the armchairs the liqueur-
case, the old books, the time-piece, all the precious
objects were put into a furniture waggon, which
would proceed through Nonancourt, Verneuil, and
Falaise. P6cuchet was to accompany it.

He installed himself beside the conductor, upon a
seat, and, wrapped up in his oldest frock-coat, with a
comforter, mittens, and his office foot-warmer, on
Sunday, the 2oth of March, at daybreak, he set forth
from the capital.

The movement and the novelty of the journey oc-
cupied his attention during the first few hours- Then
the horses slackened their pace, which led to disputes
between the conductor and the driver. They selected
execrable inns, and, though they were accountable
for everything, PScuchet, through excess of prudence,
slept in the same, lodgings.

Next day they started again, at dawn, and the
road, always the same, stretched out, uphill, to the
verge of the horizon. Yards of stones came after
each other; the ditches were full of water; the coun-